Chapter Twenty-One
TURKISH TRIUMPH
AS  USUAL,   THE  FIRST   QUESTIONS  ONE   PUT  TO   ONE'S  FRIENDS
as a newspaperman on the scene of the assignment were for
the purpose of sketching in the necessary background for
the interpretation of the events. And as always on arrival
in a strange country, my very first question was: 'Who
hates whom here to-day, and why?'
The answer this time was particularly meaty, even for
Constantinople, Europe's traditional 'whispering gallery'.
In addition to the 'daily dozen' hates which every European
experiences each morning before breakfast, just to keep him
fit, the French, the English, the Greeks, the Turks and the
Russians were all busy hating on the day of my arrival;
the English were hating the Turks, the French and the
Russians; the Russians the English and the French; the
Turks the English, for the French and the Italians had
sided with the Turks, and the Greeks no longer counted,
since one hates only those whom one fears; and they all
still hated the Germans. So everybody was well satisfied,
having ample opportunity to hate away to their hearts' content,
which resulted in a state of general moral equilibrium.
The Greeks were the only ones whose demand exceeded
the supply. They hated the English, who had driven them
into the disastrous adventure in Asia Minor, and also the
Turks and the Russians, who were their official enemies,
and the French and the Italians, who occupied a similar
r6le unofficially; but that seemed to them still insufficient,
so they elected to hate themselves. In putting this decision
into practice, they had another revolution, the supporters
of Venizelos executing the Prime Minister, Gounaris, and
a number of Greek Ministers and generals in Athens. With
that off their mind, they all felt better.
Constantinople, with its hybrid population and its hybrid
mentality, has always been a hotbed of intrigue and espionage.
But this time it had excelled itself. By the sweat of their
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